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overdue DVDs. As | walked back to my car, | noticed a woman leaning against 

the wall, holding a cardboard sign and patting a sleeping dog. | wondered, as | 
often do, what must have happened to bring her to the point of living on the streets and 
sparing for change. Maybe it was her friendly appearance or maybe just my guilt at the 
late fees | had just racked up, but this time, | decided to stop and ask. 

An hour and a half later, | got into my car, feeling disillusioned, angry and oddly 
exhausted. The woman | had spoken to was a college graduate who is currently working 
on her teaching credential at Cal State Long Beach. After what seemed like blow after 
blow, she ended up unemployed, evicted and living out of her car. 

As asociology student as well as a journalist, | don’t consider myself wide-eyed and 
naive when it comes to social issues. But encountering a well-educated, well-spoken, 
incredibly kind woman who, through unfortunate circumstances, was forced out onto the 
streets left a hard knot at the pit of my stomach. | felt ashamed at my own comfortable 
upbringing and supportive parents, and | felt helpless at the meager $5 | had fished out 
of my pocket for her. So | did the only thing | really could do: | asked her to write her story. 

When | told the rest of the Dig staff about it, we decided, why stop there? With the 
holidays approaching, we should take this chance to urge people to think not only about 
what they have to be thankful for, but what many others don’t have. So, we put ourselves 
out there this issue to explore the plight of the homeless and see what could be done. 
Julie Guevara and | ventured to Skid Row in Los Angeles to see how the Midnight 
Mission is helping people by giving them not only aplace to stay, but jobs and counseling 
to help them get back on their feet. Paul DeCarlo visited the Long Beach Rescue Mission 
and discovered how peoples’ faith is inspiring them to do good deeds. Mitchell Byrd and 
| spent one Sunday morning at a park in downtown Long Beach, talking to the homeless 
who reside there and trying to understand what knocks people off their feet and onto 
the street. 

Take the time this holiday season to consider real solutions to help the less fortunate. 
Even something as simple as striking up a conversation with a homeless person can 
remind them that they are human. As a kid, my family didn’t give handouts to homeless 
people. Instead, my dad would offer to head to the nearest restaurant and buy them 
something to eat. Sometimes they would scoff and walk away, but more often than not, 
they accepted. | can remember riding next to a homeless man in our truck as my dad 
drove him across the parking lot for a burger and a cup of coffee at Burger King. I’ve 
always remembered that, and tried to show them the same respect and kindness. 

We hope that this issue manages to, at the very least, teach you something you didn’t 
know before. Most of all, we hope it inspires you to take action. 


A few weeks ago, | was leaving Blockbuster Video after returning some long 
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How two shelters in Los Angeles County are providing the homeless with 


more than just a roof and a bed. 


Long Beach Rescue Mission By Paul DeCarlo 


he Rev. Bill Thomas has devoted his time on this earth to 

making respectable citizens out of his less fortunate, often 
destitute, brethren. For the past 20 years, the Long Beach Rescue 
Mission has blossomed under Thomas’ watch. He has seen it 
transform from a rickety single male homeless shelter, to the 
beacon of hope that it now represents, with life saving programs, job 
training, food and housing for all walks of life. 

“We don’t feel that just a night or two in a shelter and a few meals 
is going to make a significant difference in the life of that homeless 
person,” Thomas said. “We take people and we stick with them all the 
way through the process until they are reestablished in the commu- 
nity again, or maybe have gone on to a better career or job to be able 


The Midnight Mission By Julie Guevara 


here is a social stigma that alienates more people in this 

world than homosexuals, minorities, women or any other 
population of people that is viewed in a negative light. They are the 
ones that ask you for your change or look at you with jealous eyes 
envious of your lifestyle. You turn away when they look or throw in 
some loose change, but never make eye contact. They are the 
homeless, not classified as a population, like the rest. 

“No one jumps up and down and says, ‘Hey, I’m homeless, 
explained Orlando Ward, director of public affairs at The Midnight 
Mission in Los Angeles. “Homelessness is a condition, not an 
ethnicity, not a population. It is something people experience.” 

The Midnight Mission is a shelter on Skid Row that has been a 


” 


to provide for themselves. Then they are no longer 
homeless, and more than likely won't be homeless 4 
again.” 

This holistic approach to eradicating the prob- 
lem, rather than simply feeding it, has made a 
difference. 

“Rescue missions, nationally, have very good track records 
when it comes to rehabilitation,” Thomas said. “Everything that we 
do is directed at intervention in that person’s life and developing a 
personalized approach in meeting those needs and in encouraging 
that person to improve themselves.” 

Participants in the mission’s New Life Program get up every day 
at 5:30 a.m. and help those in the overnight shelter, before cooking 
and cleaning up after breakfast. Then they each go off to train as 
receptionists, short order cooks, or handle maintenance and secu- 
rity duties before meeting together each afternoon to attend bible 
study and literacy classes. Chaplains work with men to establish 
goals and provide needed emotional support. 

The New Life Program lasts up to one year, after which 
participants will graduate and go into an extension program while 
they attend college or trade school. Some men have stayed in the 
mission for three or four years, depending on their success and 
progression. Recent graduates have gone on to find careers as 
postal workers or a job with Veteran’s administration. 

Around 80 percent of all homeless people have literacy issues. 
One incredibly helpful tool in combating this problem has been the 
Learning For Tomorrow software that the program currently 
implements. Developed specifically for rescue missions, the soft- 
ware can deal with issues ranging from basic phonics to college 
prep work, as well as offering assistance in science and math on 
all grade levels. 

Usually full to capacity, the mission must make its resources go 
as far as possible. If there are vacancies, it is usually just a matter 
of hours before the homeless know about it. Some non-profits in 
Long Beach can focus on specific problems, but no others have the 
capacity to house whole homeless families, single women or men 
and marginally mentally ill people. 

“Some people say, ‘Well, why don’t you just get them a job?” 
Thomas said. “I wish it was as simple as that. It’s pretty hard for a 
man to find a job if he can’t fill out an employment application.” 
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Homelessness is a condition, 
not an ethnicity, not a population. 99 gnce 1914. Last 


helping hand for 
thousands _ of 
homeless people 


year, the mission 
served over half a million meals, provided jobs to 781 homeless, 
clothed over a million and sheltered 75,263 people overnight. 

The mission also offers several programs to help the homeless 
get back on their feet. Counseling programs, such as Alcoholics 
Anonymous, Narcotics Anonymous, educational training and other 
resources are at their disposal. 

“About 80 percent of our employees were homeless and went 
through the program,” said Ward, who also went through the 
program a few years back. “In order to get past the mentality of 
having to start at the bottom, | had to remember what | had 
accomplished before | became homeless.” 

Ward had a job, but let what he calls “underlying issues” take 
over his life. He admits that those who are homeless have many 
issues that do not allow them to get ahead. These issues include 
mental instability, drug or alcohol abuse, family problems and a 
multitude of other qualifiers for homelessness. Ward stresses the 
fact that some homeless people are doing everything they are 
capable of doing. “In order to solve their problem they must have the 
will to want to get out of the situation, as well as the tools and the 
ability to use them,” he said. 

“Nobody ever asks to be homeless. Especially the kids,” Ward 
added. “It’s those kids who have no choice in their particular 
situation. It is not their fault that they don’t have the social skills or 
opportunity to receive an education.” 

The government does not fund the mission. It is supported by 
monetary donations and people who help make a difference by 
volunteering their services to the cause. Celebrities such as Minnie 
Driver, Dick Van Dyke, Debbie Reynolds and Fox 11 News anchor 
Tony McEwing have all devoted their time to the mission. 

Ward says that people have to stop thinking that it’s not their 
problem and passing on the blame. It’s not something that will go 
away in time unless something is done. 

“We can’t continue to treat homelessness as the bastard child,” 
said Ward. “When it comes time to solve the problem, everyone has 
to be around the table to do their part.” 
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#335 Pacific Ave. LB...562 591 1292 
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Testimony of a homeless student 


By Samantha Wolf* 
Photo illustration by 
Mitchell Byrd 


was in class the other day and a 

student was talking about Carl 

Sandburg, the poet. She mentioned 
how intriguing it was that he was a hobo for 
some portion of his life. She seemed to 
romanticize the notion of having no home — 
living an existence completely in the present 
because the need for food, drink and shelter 
preoccupy one’s entire day. I’m often 
struck by how we_ glamorize 
homelessness in print, film and song, 
from Poe barely eking out a living to Bob 
Dylan’s “Like a Rolling Stone” to films like 
“Gangs of New York” and “Where the Day 
Takes You.” If you get to go home to your 
comfortable house with food in the refrig- 
erator, cable television and a warm bath, 
then | guess homelessness might be seen 
as an adventure. 

| guess in many respects I’m just like you 
—Itake classes here at Cal State Long Beach, 
eatlunch at Taco Surf, walkin the park with my 
dog, and do my laundry once a week. | like to 
read the Sunday paper. | like to listen to 
“Loveline” and “NPR,” except not when “Prai- 
rie Home Companion” is on because the lilting 
sound of the radio host’s voice puts me to 
sleep. | guess I’m just like anyone else here at 
CSULB, except —well, you’d never be able to 
tell by looking at me. I look like any other blade 
of grass in a field. My speech is metered, 
educated, and clear. That might surprise you 
given the fact that I’m homeless. 
Housing challenged, between houses, 

temporarily between houses...! prefer to 


“Name has been changed 


call myself a bum. As | sit typing this story at 
CCH lab, | am wearing a B.U.M. Equipment 
sweatshirt, and only the sweatshirt and me 
know the ironic double meaning it entails — 
the inside joke tickles my funny bone. There 
are worse things than being a bum, you 
know. A murderer, a rapist — or a certain 
domestic queen convicted of insider trad- 
ing. Maybe you’re a student who says to 
himself, “I got my own life to live. | don’t 
need to read some downer story like 
this.” Right on, then tune me out here. 
But for those of you who are intrigued, 
read on. 

Me and my dog live in a beat-up car — 
him in the back seat, and me in the front —and 
you thought your dorm room was small! | had 
an apartment in Long Beach. Long story 
short, no money equals no apartment. With 
no family and one friend that wouldn't take me 
and my dog in, there were limited choices for 
us. Well, two to be exact: Put my belongings 
in ashopping cart and sleep in the alley, or put 
my belongings in storage and sleep in the car 
— a six-cylinder, four-door luxury car of the 
80s. It’s a nice ride, but really uncomfortable 
to sleep in. 

| have to be careful about where | park for 

the night. It’s got to be a good neighborhood, 

yet it has to be a dark place so people passing 

by on the sidewalk can’t see me. The less foot 

traffic on the sidewalk the better, because if 

there’s no foot traffic then there’s less of a 
likelinood of someone calling the police. 

There is a complete lack of privacy 

when you’re living on the street. 

No place 


where you can cry or be alone with your 
thoughts. I’ve been awakened many times 
in the middle of the night and it can be scary. 
One time | awoke to see this old Mexican 
guy putting flowers all over my car, and then 
he said something in Spanish to me. He 
probably thought | was dead. Another time 
| was awoken by this guy peeing on my car. 
Another night, sound asleep, | was 
roused to a blinding light and the leathered 
face of a monster — really gruesome. | 
thought it was a nightmare. Perhaps the 
face was more palatable on the daylight. 
Minutes later, | realized it was a cop, set on 
writing me a ticket for “illegal camping.” It is 
illegal to sleep in a vehicle in most cities. 
What do the police hope to accomplish 
by harassing homeless people? I’ve been to 
Bixby Park to see homeless people ha- 
rassed by the police for drinking beer while 
the family at the adjacent table is serving 
wine. What | have noticed as a homeless 
person is that you are like the African slave: 
three-fifths of aperson. You do not have the 
same rights. Your thoughts and ideas are 
viewed as ramblings from a crazy person. 
My dog was attacked near CSULB by a 
vicious boxer. | ran to report it to animal 
control. The boxer’s owner kept telling me 
that she was the city prosecutor and nothing 
would happen to her. When animal control 
found out that | was homeless, they be- 
lieved her story that my dog bit her when she 
tried to break up the fight. My dog is old, and 
he could not even defend himself against 
the boxer. The city prosecutor and animal 
control were as thick as thieves; they had 
been in court many times together. My 
dog spent 10 days in 
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animal control for something he never did, 
and it cost me $140. Nothing ever hap- 
pened to the boxer, who is now free to attack 
another dog. 

That Bob Dylan song “Like a Rolling 
Stone’ really resonates with me: “When you 
ain’t got nothing/ you got nothing to lose.” | 
see people turn to prostitution to support 
themselves, while others collect cans all day 
long for alcohol and drugs to alleviate the 
stress of being on the street. It doesn’t matter 
how you get the money just as long as you 
get it, because money makes life easier on 
the streets. 

Some homeless are mentally ill. It’s hard 
to say if the street made them that way, or 
they just got worse by living this way. Alice — 
a robust old woman of 60 — lives in the park, 
and she’s waiting for her transporter to be 
fixed so she can go back to her planet, where 
she has 128 dogs. No cats — she hates cats. 
| knew a guy who seemed perfectly normal 


“issues” and maybe | do, but so do a lot of 
people who are housed. 

The employees at my last job found out 
that | was homeless because they saw my 
dog in the car and all the sleeping bags. 
Then, the endless curious looks and ques- 
tions started. 

Where’s your family? | don’t have any. 
What about friends? | had one that wouldn’t 
help. 

Can't you stay ata shelter? Not with a dog. 
Can't you get rid of the dog? Not on your 
life. 

One time when | was panhandling, this 
woman couldn’t believe that there weren’t 
resources out there to help me. She said 
she couldn't believe that there wasn’t some- 
where | could go. She stood there perplexed 
by my situation, like | was just too stupid to 
know any better. Finally, in frustration, | 
gave her my e-mail address so she could 
get in touch with me if she came up with any 


Where’s your family? | don’t have any. 
What about friends? {| had one that wouldn’t help. me.ithinkthisiswhatitmustbelike 


Can’t you stay at a shelter? | 
Can’t you get rid of the dog? ' 


until he told me that that the police fill his 
cavities with microphones and were monitor- 
ing his every move. 

Some people | know say that you make 
your own fate. | used to think that, but | don’t 
anymore. | believe that life is luck, too. | 
would have wanted to have been born into 
anice family with ample resources. | think of 
my former landlord. Closing in on 90 now, 
he owns a good portion of Long Beach and 
other cities as well. When he dies, his chil- 
dren will never know poverty or what it’s like 
to struggle; through no effort of their own, 
they will live comfortable lives. Random 
fortune. Random misfortune. 

So | get my money panhandling. | also 
work sometimes because | can “pass.” 
That’s the term they used for “colored people” 
in the slave days, to mean that they could 
pass for white. When / say “pass,” | mean 
pass for normal. | don’t look all strung out on 
drugs or alcohol, and | keep myself clean — 
| shower every day at school. 

In a job interview I’m real good at hiding 
the fact that I’m homeless. | dress profes- 
sionally, my resume has my cell phone 
number, and | use a postal address that 
looks like an apartment address. You could 
never get me to admit to a potential em- 
ployer that !am between homes. They would 
never hire me if they knew | was homeless. 
They would immediately think that | had 


solution. That was eight months ago. 

Another time while panhandling, this 
lady played a cruel joke on me and told me 
that there was a special shelter in Belmont 
Heights for women with dogs. | spent the 
next day making dozens of calls. | felt really 
stupid falling for that one, especially since | 
consider myself fairly street-savvy. 

It’s nearly impossible to keep ajob when 
you are homeless. You never get enough 
sleep and it’s not a restful sleep. It’s an 
awake sleep, ready to bolt at the first sign of 
danger. There’s not enough room in a car 
for everything you need: bath supplies, clean 
clothes, dirty clothes, dog food, bowls and 
treats, backpack full of books, paperwork, 
Walkman, cell phone, radio, shoes, jumper 
cables, paper towels — you get the idea. And 
where is my dog going to stay while | work 
an 8- to 10-hour day? Panhandling provides 
money with no time away from my dog. 
Maybe you’ve seen me sitting somewhere 
with my sign and my dog. Maybe you thought 
| was an addict or maybe you thought | talk 
to voices inside my head. 

Sometimes, when! have enough money, 
me and my dog stay in a Motel 6 in Orange 
County. It’s cheaper than Long Beach, and 
all Motel 6’s allow pets. There’s this guy who 
lives there; the wife kicked him out. He tells 
me that he likes the way | look, and that | 
could stay with him and get new clothes and 


ot with a dog. 
ot on your life. money. I've seen people drive up in 


get my nails done if | just have sex with him. 
| try to tell him that the clothes and the pretty 
nails are not important to me, but he’s not 
listening. He’s focusing on envisioning our 
life together; he’s wondering if | will be a 
good mother and wife; he’s making plans 
without my consent, sure of my despera- 
tion. He doesn’t know me, doesn’t want to 
know me. He knows what he likes and he 
likes what he sees and that’s all that mat- 
ters. | go elsewhere because his despera- 
tion eats my soul. | think to myself that 
someone is always willing to take advan- 
tage of my desperation and | build more 
barriers to keep them all bay. 

My dog is the only company | desire. A 
mutt of unknown origin, we are two lone 
wolves that make up a pack. These months 
that | haven’t had a job, he is supporting me — 
| mean that literally. People give me money 
because they like my dog. They say, “Feed 
your dog” and hand me a five, or they say that 
they are only giving me money because | have 
a dog. He is the closest thing | have to family, 

and | love him so much it scares 


to have a child. 
It might surprise you who gives me 


100,000 cars and not give me a dime, 
while the other day, aguy drove upinacar 
that looked worse than the one | sleep in and 
gave me $40. There is no correlation be- 
tween wealth and compassion. | always 
thought there was, because the wealthy 
have much more disposable income. But 
compassion is intrinsic, and it doesn’t de- 
pend on how much extrinsic wealth you 
have attained. Another irony is that women, 
who generally make less than men, are my 
greatest supporters. 

What I’d like people to understand about 
homelessness is that it’s your problem too. 
What affects the few can affect the many. The 
homeless population is growing. If you can’t 
give money, atleast give us your compassion. 
What brought most of us here were circum- 
stances in childhood not under our control. 

Parental neglect and substance abuse, 
sexual abuse, and the foster care system 
are some examples. | firmly believe that 
homeless will always be with us until we 
have more external checks on parents. 

We are so defiled on the street — told to 
move on so often. The simple act of saying 
hello to a homeless person might cause 
them to jump or express shock. The world is 
an unkind place to the marginalized. [Cj] 


Samantha Wolf is in the credential program 
at Cal State Long Beach. She can be con- 
tacted at lifewithoutshelter @ yahoo.com 
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Sun, 11/08 (cont.) Mon, 11/16 (cont.) NV 
8:00 pm Straylight Run - the New Amsterdams @ Roxy Theatre 9:00 pm Playstation 2 Dual Play Feat:Ferry Corsten and DJ Rap 7 
8:15 pm Vicente Fernandez @ Universal Amphitheatre @ House of Blues Anaheim 7 
Sun, 11/09 Mon, 11/17 8 
\ 1:00 pm All Tomorrow's Parties @ Queen Mary 7:30 pm Less Than Jake @ House of Blues Sunset Strip 8 
6:00 pm Anti-Hlag @ House of Blues Anaheim 7:30 pm Local Band Showcase @ Chain Reaction T 
: 6:30 pm Senses Fail @ Chain Reaction 7:30 pm Silverstein - Bayside @ Knitting Factory 7 
O ff- C a mM U S 7:00 pm Union 18 @ Troubadour 7:30 pm Slitheryn @ Whisky 7 
7:30 pm Rancid @ The Wiltern LG 8:00 pm Junior Senior @ Trostiatow 7 
Mon, 11/08 8:00 pm Mindless Self indulgence @ Whisky 7 
7:00 pm Further Seems Forever @ Troubadour 8:00 pm Twiztid @ Galaxy Theatre 9 
7:30 pm Omara Portuondo @ Arlington Theatre 8:15 pm Vicente Fernandez @ Universal Amphitheatre Tue, 11/18 
8:00 pm Beenie Man @ Coach Mon Mon, 11/10 7-30 pm The Annives \ §£ 
8:00 pm Echo & the Bunnymen @ House of Blues Sue Strip 6:30 pm Anti-Flag @ Henry Fonda Theatre 8:00 pm Less Th 8 
8:00 pm Five Iron Frenzy @ Whisky 6:30 pm Senses Fail @ Troubadour 8:00 pm Lucinda } 9 
8:00 pm Social Distortion @ House of Blues Anaheim 7:00 pm Rufio @ Troubadour 8:00 pm Seal @ y V 
8:15 pm Mana @ Universal Amphitheatre 8:00 pm Simon & rs 
Tue, 11/04 H i 
u , a yee Ta pitt Slaves On Dope @ Whisky 8:30 pm Indigo Gi 6 
7-30 pm Slick Shoes - Catch 22 @ Chain Reaction 7-30 pm Tsunami Bomb Bomb Squad Party @ Chain Reaction _8:30 pm Von Bontle: 7 
8:00 pm Clutch @ House of Blues Anaheim 8:00 pm Rusted Root @ House of Blues Anaheim Wed, 11/19 8 
8:00 pm Jacoh Fred Jazz Odyssy @ Coach Howse _ 9:30 pm Mya @ House of Bes Sunset Strip 7:00 pm Hot Water Music @ Chain Reaction 8 
8:00 pm Skinlah @ Whisky Tue, 11/11 / 7:00 pm indigo Girls W/Michelle Malone @ Ventura Theatre | 
8:00 pm The Thrills @ Troubadour Ginuwine © Universal Asciteare 8 
9:00 pm Jonny Lang @ House of Blues Sunset Strip 700 pm Matchbook Romance @ Roxy Theatre 7:30 pm KMFDM @ House of Blues Sunset Strip 8: 
Wed, 11/05 : : : 730 pm Bleu - Keane @ Troubadiour 8:00 pm Chris Robinson @ £1 Rey Theatre 8 
7:30 pm Catch 22 - Slick Shoes @ Chain Reaction 7:30 pm The EX Motels @ Chain Reaction : 8 
be pm Skinlab @ Showcase Theatre 7:30 pm Twiztid @ Whisky Tl 
pm Broadcast © Troubadour i ‘i 
8:00 pm Girlz Garage Feat Lillix W/the Start Brassy & Guests oe hal / Rae { Jagged Ee fon L 
@ Key Club 
8:00 pm Great White @ Galaxy Theatre 
8:00 pm Mary Fahl @ Roxy Theatre 8 


8:00 pm Staind @ The Wiltern LG 

8:45 pm Scratch Tour @ House of Blues Sunset Strip 

Thu, 11/06 

7:00 pm Pepper / Whitestarr @ Roxy Theatre 

7:00 pm Project Object © Coach House 

7:00 pm Straylight Run and the New Amsterdams 
@ Chain Reaction 

7:30 pm The Ataris @ Bridges Auditorium 

7:30 pm Diminished @ Whisky 

7:30 pm Stephen Lynch @ House of Blues Sunset Strip 

8:00 pm Broadcast @ Troubadour 


ai Slee eo eo oo 


7:00 pm The Early November 
7:00 pm Hilary Duff Ventura 


8:00 pm Deicide @ Key Club alt @ An 7:00 pm M adbangers 

8:00 pm Lillix, the Start. Brassy, Northernstate. 7:30 ca ie foe of Blues Sunset Strip : 
@ Galaxy Theatre @ balay o 7:30 pm The Foor @ Key Clut 

8:00 pm Staind @ The Wiltern LG 8 : nity @ Comedy Central Live Starring Lewis | 

9:00 pm Scratch @ House of Blues Anaheim ° spas ban Wattern Le 

Fri, 11/07 


8:00 pm Gary Hoey @ 


6:30 pm Ataris @ Hollywood Palladium 

7:00 pm Mindless Self Indulgence @ Glass House 
7:30 pm Downset @ House of Blues Sunset Strip 
7:30 pm King’s X @ Whisky 

7:30 pm Mad Caddies @ Chain Reaction 


8:00 pm Jason Mraz @ The Wiltern LG 7: 
8:00 pm Mojave 3 @ Troubadour & 
8:00 pm Pseudopod - the Clarks @ Roxy Theatre &: 


8:00 pm Rod Piazza & the Mightiy Flyers @ Coach House 
8:00 pm Station Family Fund Tour Feat. Great White @ Key Cluis 
8:15 pm Vicente Fernandez @ Universal Amphitheatre 
9§:00 pm Echo & the Bunnymen @ House of Blues Anaheim 
Sat, 11/08 

1:00 pm All Tomorrow's Parties @ Queen Mary 

6:30 pm Something Corporate @ Hollywood Palladium 
7:30 pm Matchbox Twenty @ Arrowhead Pond of Anaheim 
7:30 pm Panthers @ Chain Reaction 

7:30 pm The Seeds & the Fuzztones @ Key Club 

8:00 pm A Mighty Wind @ Wilshire Theatre 

8:00 pm Guster @ The Wiltern Lé 

8:00 pm Kings X @ Galaxy Theatre 

8:00 pm Michael Tomlinson @ Coach 

8:00 pm Mindless Self Indulgence @ Whisky 

8:00 pm Mojave 3 @ Troubadour 
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7:00 fim The Aquabats @ Henry Fonda Theatre. 
oom @ Glass House 


8:00 pm Walter Trout Gala 
Sun, 11/23 
#00 pa Tas Raptors © Bor Tea 6:30 pm Andrew W.K. © Hom ot he Snet Se 
9:00 pm The Alarm @ House of jel 7:00 pm Kristin Hersh @ Troubadour 

5:00 pm American Music — @ 7:15 pm Lo McXimo De LA Musica @ Universal Amphitheatre 
Sun, 11/16 7:30 pm Groovie Ghoules G Ghee Rwaction : 

7:30 pm Union 13 @ Chain Re: 7:30 pm Mad Catiies @ Whisky — : 
8:00 pm The Anniversary @ Ro} 7:30 pm Todd Rundgren @ House of Blues Anaheim 
8:00 pm The Rapture @ ER : 8:00 pm Living Color @ Coach House 
9:00 pin Bret Michaels @ Ho ist E 8:00 pm New Model Army @ Galaxy -_ 
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Mon, 11/24 November 22 Hollywood Palladium 


Rap 7:00 pm Lit / American Hi-Fi @ House of Blues Sunset Strip 8:00 PM - 10:00 PM It’s Magic! @ Carpenter Center 6215 Sunset Blvd. 

7:30 pm Alex Lowe (Ex-Hurricane#1) @ Chain Reaction 
8:00 pm Andrew W.K. @ House of Blues Anaheim November 23 frei ae 
8:00 pm Michelle Branch @ ™ Grove of Anaheim 2:00 PM - 4:00 PM Red, Hot & Blue @ Carpenter Center 2 
Tue, 11/25 John Anson Ford Amphitheatre 
7:00 pm Early November @ Troubadour November 29 2580 Cahuenga Blvd. East 

8:00 PM - 10:00 PM Holiday Season Salute to Glenn Miller Hollywood, CA 

@Carpenter Center 213.461.3637 


JC Fandango 


November 30 
2:00 PM - 4:00 PM Beakman Live! @ Carpenter Center 


Venue Info 


se of Blues Anaheim Arrowhead Pond of Anaheim 
2695 E. Katella 
Anaheim,CA 92806 
714.704.2500 
Arlington Theatr 
1317 State Street, 

ta Barbara, CA 93101 | 


Designed, illustrated, and compiled by Mitchell Byrd 


@ Galaxy Theatre 
8:00 pm Fenians @ 


8:45 pm Bijan Mortazavi @ Universal Amphitheatre _ 
Thu, 11/27 
7:15 pm Dimmu Borgir @ House of Blues Sunse' 
: Fri, 8 i ee uauee, 


8:00 pm Peter White & Mindy Abair @ Coach 
8:00 pm Symphony X @ Galaxy Theatre 


San Juan Capistrano, CA i : 
949.496.8930 714.712.2700 
El Rey Theater STAPLES Center 
5515 Wilshire Blvd. e 
Los Angeles, CA 
323.936.4790 
_Fais Do-Do 
5267 W. Adams Blvd. 
Los Angeles, CA 
- $28,954.8080 
Galaxy 
$503 S. Harbor Blvd. 
Santa Ana, CA 
714.957.0600 / 714.957.1133 
Glass House 
200 W. Second St. 
Pomona, CA 
909-629-0377 
Henry Fonda Theatre 
Los Angeles,CA 90001 
Carpent 323.468.1770 
um? oe House of Blues (2 locations) 
Anaheim 
er @ Carpenter Center 1530 South Disneyland Drive 
Anaheim, CA 
714.778.BLUE 
Sunset Strip 
8430 Sunset Bivd. : 
West Hollywood, CA 90069 CA g0010 : 
$28,848.5100 
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By Monica Levette Clark 
Illustration by Eli Harris 


e live-in a world where little girls outnumber little boys in 

most classrooms; 21-year-old gals outnumber 21-year- 

old guys at the hottest night clubs; and women most 
definitely outnumber men in grocery and department stores 
every day. One place where the female presence seems 
scarce, however, is in the world of engineering. 

Take, for instance, the college of engineering at Cal 
State Long Beach. In 1996, the college had only 12 
women as either tenure or tenure track professors, com- 
pared to 73 men in those same positions. And in 2001 
the pool of women in those faculty positions dropped to 
eight, compared to the 68 professors that were male. The 
ratio of men to women in the college just doesn’t add to 
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enough women. Worse still, when all of the faculty 
categories were put together, only 24 faces were fe- 
male, compared to the 125 males in 2000. 
For Sandy Cynar, two-term chairwoman of the depart- 
ment of computer science and computer engineering, 
seems to have an inkling of why men dominate the engi- 
neering world. 

“| really think that the lack of knowledge about engineering 
in the K-12 system is why there aren't more girls in engineer- 
ing,” Cynar said. 

And she is on a mission to change that reality by encour- 
aging female grade schoo! teachers to be examples for 
young girls in their classes by becoming engineering-savvy. 
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“The state of California of 
eas in which teachers can have creden- 
tials to teach in high school, 
said. “One of those areas is indust 
technology education. Our campus cur- 
rently does not offer this op- 
tion, so | have pre- 
pared a proposal for 
a subject matter 
programinITE to 


ogy courses under their belt 
“lam sure that most cand 
the campus have no bee U 


thing abou 
_ required,” 
She says more women need to get 
into engineering, amale-dominated dis- 
cipline, but the problem is that there 
aren’t that many women in the faculty 
applicant pool to date. 

“Computer science/computer engi- 
neering department just has more 
women in the candidate pool, although 
that is even going through a downward 
spiral trend,” Cynar said. “In 1984, 37 
percent of those receiving bachelor’s 
degrees in computer science were 
women. Now, it’s 15 to 20 percent. 
Worse still is [that] the percent of women 


in engineering is less than 10 percent. 
Thirty percent of doctors are women, 
and that is very likely the result of sci- 
ence being so ingrained in the K-12 
education.” 

With 3,200 students enrolled in the 
college, less than 20 percent of those 
students are women. 

“This is traditional in the college of 
engineering, not just here but in the 
discipline of engineering in general,” said 
Michael Mahoney, the dean of the col- 
lege of engineering at CSULB. 


Mahoney, who has been the dean for 
three years, was previously an associ- 
ate vice president for academic infor- 
mation and was former chair of the com- 
puter science and computer engineer- 
ing department. Altogether he’s been at 
the university for 22 years, first starting 
off as a professor, and has witnessed 
the scarcity of women engineers. 

“You go over to Boeing and you don’t 
see many women there because all of 
the engineers pretty much are men,” 
Mahoney said. “We are trying to change 
that, and we believe that the way to 
change that is to get the girls early.” 

That is why each semester for al- 
most three years the college has hosted 
a program called “Women Engineers at 
the Beach.” The program, coordinated 
by Lily Gossage, promotes women in 
engineering by inviting 300 to 400 fe- 
male students from local high schools 
and middle schools to its departments 
to learn about the possibilities for women 
in engineering. 

“Itis a great day,” Mahoney said. “We 
bring those girls to the campus. We have 
a woman engineer keynote speaker, a 
high-profile woman to speak to these girls 
to tell them, you can do it and you’re just 
as good as the guys and in some ways 
you have better talents than the guys. 
You are welcomed in the profession.” 

The all-day event includes engineer- 
ing labs where the young students can 
get hands-on experience to see what 
engineering is all about. 

“We have all of our departments on 
display, and the goal is to convince them 
that they can be engineers,” Mahoney 
said. “That there are high-paying jobs 
out there just waiting for them and there 
is no reason that they can’t come into 
our college and become an engineer or 


computer scientist or technologist.” 

As for female engineering students 
in the college, Mahoney said there have 
been some promising ones. 

“We have a society for women engi- 
neers on campus for our women stu- 
dents here,” he said. “We’ve got a really 
good group of women students here. In 
fact, [2002’s] outstanding graduate from 
the entire college was a woman electri- 
cal engineer, she’s now at UCLA [medi- 
cal] school. [In 2003] again, the out- 
standing graduate is a woman from elec- 


trical engineering. And our outstanding 
alum this year is a woman.” 

As college dean, Mahoney has brought 
women in the faculty pool also. In his first 
year as dean, he hired a female professor 
in the computer science and computer 
engineering department. 

“When | was a chair of that depart- 
ment, | made Sandy Cynar my vice chair 
and she took over when | left,” Mahoney 
said. “That department has really ben- 
efited from the women faculty. | think 
part of the reason is women are more 
attracted to computer science as op- 
posed to engineering. Engineering is 
traditionally a male-dominated disci- 
pline. | think that maybe turns off the 
women. | wish it weren’t the case and 
we’re trying to change that.” 

In a college considered the smallest 
on campus, there hasn’t been much hir- 
ing of professors in the last 15 years. 
Electrical engineering has no female 
professors at all, while mechanical and 
aerospace engineering, chemical engi- 
neering and engineering technology 
have one female professor each. 

“Most of the departments are not in 
the hiring mode because most of the 
faculty members that are still there were 
hired in the ’80s,” Mahoney said. “We 
can’t hire new people until we get some 
retirements.” 

A study in the 2001 National Center for 
Education Statistics publication “The Con- 
dition of Education” pointed out that women 
earned more than half of all bachelor’s 
degrees, but only 17 percent of those 


degrees were in engineering. With all of its 
programs to recruit women, the college of 
engineering at CSULB is hoping to attract 
more women to engineering and increase 
the number of women into the male-domi- 
nated discipline [fj 
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causally glance at on the way north 

toward someplace bigger — a town 
one of your kids would point to through the 
open backseat window of your station 
wagon, wondering why someone, anyone, 
would live there. Why, of all places, there? 
Whoever you asked, though, would have 
given you the same answer, a simple shrug 
of the shoulders, without even the slightest 
acknowledgement that the town even ex- 
isted at all. Woodenville was simply some 
dusty place in the middle of nowhere you 
pass by on a weekend vacation to Santa 
Barbara or San Luis Obispo or, if you took 
the coast, San Francisco. No one ever 
stopped — you never stopped — in 
Woodenville. If you needed gas, you filled 
up at the last station 20 miles before the 
town or the next station 30 miles past. If you 
were hungry, you starved; if you needed a 
bathroom, you held it in; if you needed an 
emergency room, you died. 

There were no roads in or out of 
Woodenville, a yellow, sunburned stain in 
the middle of lush, green hills and sterile 
pastures. The town was as old as the base 
of a redwood and as silent as the very 
bottom of the Pacific Ocean. Woodenville, 
as the soiled, dented velvet green sign said: 
population 787, elevation 88 feet above sea 
level. Welcome to Woodenville, the last 
sliver of death in California. 

| had gone there some time ago with my 
girlfriend. She was born and raised in 


t was the kind of town you might 


Woodenville. She left 
after high school 
(Woodenville High, 
the Screaming Ban- 
shees, Class of ’02), 
and | met her in my 
second year of college 
at Cal State Bakers- 
field. We had been 
going out for quite 
some time, almosttwo 
months, and she 
wanted me to meet her 
father back home. So 
| agreed and we went. 
| drove. 

We listened to 
Coldplay, her favorite 
band — all-time — 
from Bakersfield to 
Woodenville. | hated 
that miserable 
Coldplay, but she 
couldn’t live without 
them. Depressing, | 


thought. 

“Are you excited?” 
she asked. 

| wasn’t, so | didn’t say anything. My 
silence didn’t come out of nowhere. We 
rarely talked after the first week we met. 
When we did it was mostly about the infini- 
tesimal nuisances of daily life. How was 
your day? Fine. How was yours? Good. Are 
you sure it was good? Yes. If it was bad, you 
could tell me. | know | could . . .the usual. 

An hour passed and we finally reached 
Woodenville’s only off-ramp, which wasn’t 
really an off-ramp at all. You would pull off to 
the shoulder and take a dirt road into town, 
follow that for afew minutes until you reached 
the main paved street, Cadey Avenue, and 
there you were. Paradise, | thought. | had 
only seen one city more grand, more illustri- 
ous, in all the world: Bakersfield. And 
Woodenville didn’t come close to sharing 
such prominence. 

“| can’t believe you’re actually here with 
me!” Ashley said, straightening her short 
raven hair. 

| looked around town. Small, ranch-style 
houses with ample front yards lined the 
main road. Being the beginning of winter, 
the trees, of course, had no leaves, all of 
which had fallen to the ground, having yet to 
be collected. They accumulated to the point 
where | could hear a deafening crunch, like 
bones, underneath my tires. The streets 
were deserted, even though we were, as 
Ashley had said, in the business district. In 
all senses of the word, this was a ghost 
town. 

“|can’t believe it myself,” | said. | thought 


| sounded different, muted, as though | 
hadn’t spoken all day. Come to think of it, | 
hadn't. 

A huge, abandoned shopping center 
came into view to the right of me, an old 
development sign stating, in big bold letters: 
COMING SOON. A list of names was writ- 
ten below, various popular shops and res- 
taurants. 

“We’re getting a Starbucks in a few 
months,” she said. “And an Albertson’s, and 
maybe even a video store.” 

We’re getting a Starbucks? | thought. 
They didn’t have a Starbucks? Even Minsk 
had a Starbucks. 

“That’s great,” | said with little enthusi- 
asm. 

The road soon transformed into a steep 
incline, rising above downtown Woodenville 
and into a densely forested neighborhood. 
To the right of me, sticking out like a cold 
sore was a three-story, pinkish colored, 
Mediterranean-style house made completely 
of concrete, glass and stucco. It looked so 
unbelievably out of place, | had to ask. 

“Whose house is —?” 

“Some stupid people who moved here 
almost two months ago. They’re from Or- 
ange County or something. No one likes 
them. No one.” 

“How come?” 

“Because they built that — that — mon- 
strosity. Look at it, for Christ’s sake!” 

| did as she said, trailing it with my eyes 
as we drove by. | thought it was the finest 
house | had ever seen. 

“What do they do?” | asked. 

“They sell real estate.” 


a one-story dilapidated relic at the 

end of a cul-de-sac. Sharp shadows 
painted the dwelling. A thick canopy of leaf- 
less trees leaving little room for light cov- 
ered the walkway. The few glimmers of sun 
that did shine through were bright and glar- 
ing. Ashley’s father had been waiting for us 
outside, a burly man with a graying beard 
and shiny bald head. His thin slits of eyes 
squinted through a shaft of sunlight and 
watched me stop the car. 

Ashley raced toward him and gave him 
abig, legs-in-the-air hug. | approached cau- 
tiously, forcing an awkward smile. 

“Daddy, this is Sam,” Ashley said. “Sam, 
this is my dad.” 

“Nice to meet you,” | said, shaking his 
hand firmly so as not to show any hesitation 
whatsoever. 

“Sam,” he said, narrowing his eyes even 
more. “Sam . . . what’s your full name, 
Sam?” 

“Steele,” | said. “Sam Oscar Steele.” 


| pulled into the driveway of her house, 
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“Steele. Huh! How about that. Just like 
the folks who moved in down the ways. Mr. 
and Mrs. Tyrone D. Steele. They’re in real 
estate, you know. Real estate. Huh. Any 
relation?” 

| shook my head. 

“No relation, huh? Well, just as well. 
They’re the only blacks in town, you know.” 

Now this | found rather strange, seeing 
as how my father was part Irish and English, 
and my mother full Italian. | also hadn’t 
recovered from an overcast summer, so my 
skin was plastered in a pasty white. | even- 
tually concluded that Ashley’s father, Mr. 
Phillip Oliver Eden, must have been blind or 
ignorant or both. 

He led us through the front courtyard 
where, to my astonishment, racks of wine 
bottles were left out in direct contact with the 
sun. | questioned him later on this, and he 
said he had been experimenting with wine 
production. | wanted to tell him that storing 
wine outside would only make it vulnerable 
to the heat, but | never got around to it. | 
figured he would find out soon enough. 


he evening came quickly, faster 
than | had expected. 


After a few more pleasantries, 
school talk and the like, we sat down for 
dinner where | met the other member of the 
Eden household, Ashley’s cousin Rivers, a 
wide-eyed, mute 18-year-old. He sat down 
across from me at the table, and | never 
heard a word from 
him the rest of the 
night. Honestly, 
he frightened me. 
| had always been apprehensive of people 
who never talked, who were to shy to make 
chit-chat even. Rivers was the only person 
who had ever made me uncertain of my own 
being. As soon as | met him, | felt | wasn’t a 
person anymore, just some hunk of rotting 
flesh and bone and hair — a wooden mari- 
onette with a puppeteer named Rivers pull- 
ing all the strings. 

Mr. Eden suggested, or rather de- 
manded, | try some of his homemade wine. 
lresisted as much as | could, but finally gave 
in. Needless to say, it tasted horrible, like a 
sock in the middle of summer. You simply 
don’t leave wine in the sun like that. 

“Well, Sam Oscar,” Mr. Eden said. “l 
hope you saved your appetite.” 

He brought forth a platter, lifting the lid to 
reveal a relatively large turkey, escorted by 
a bowl of mashed potatoes. 

“Smells good,” | said. But | soon realized 
ithad no odor. | was taken aback at first, but 
determined | must have been coming down 
with a cold and had a stuffy nose. 

Everyone served themselves, we said 


grace, a habit | was never accustomed to, 
and we started eating. | waited a bit for 
everyone to start before me, a habit | was 
taught merely out of courtesy. 

The moment the food hit my mouth, 
though, | knew something was wrong. The 
turkey was not only odorless, but tasteless 
as well. | didn’t know what to do, so | did 
what came naturally. | gagged. 

“What’s wrong?” Ashley said. 

“| — | — the food’s spoiled or gone bad 
or —” 

“Spoiled!” Mr. Eden shouted. 

My comment enraged him for a reason 
| never fully understood. His face flushed 
red with anger and it looked as though he 
was about to hit me 

Rivers started to cry. 

“How dare you!” Mr. Eden bellowed 
again, and | could have sworn the house 
shook. 

| became enveloped and almost fasci- 
nated with this bizarre scene. What had | 
said that made him so upset? They were 
eating the same meal, had they not noticed 
the taste? 

“Mr. Eden,” | said, looking to Ashley for 
help, butshe only hung her eyes low tothe floor. 

“| want you out!” Mr. Eden said. “Out!” 

Open-mouthed, | sat stunned. It was a 
surreal moment to say the least. These 
people were absolutely, unmistakably out 
of their minds, | thought. | was only stating a 
fact, about the turkey | mean. If they couldn't 


or didn’t want to acknowledge a fact, for 
Lord’s sake, that was their problem, not 
mine. 

“Ashley, | —” 

“| think you should leave,” she said ina 
tone as bland as the food. | waited for her to 
continue, to offer some explanation, en- 
lighten me on what happened, justify why | 
was all of a sudden banished from her 
house and her life altogether. But she said 
nothing more, without showing the slightest 
bit of consolation in my time of ultimate 
humiliation. 

And so | left. | tossed my napkin on 
my plate and left. Plain and simple. No more 
questions asked, no argument. It just wasn’t 
worth it. 

That was the last time | ever saw or 
heard from Ashley Eden. 


the derelict shopping center lot. It 
was too late and | was too confused to 
drive home, so | waited until morning and 


spent the night in my car, parked in 


headed out. 

As | left Woodenville, weary and disillu- 
sioned, | saw a thin plume of black smoke, 
blacker than night itself, up on the hill. | de- 
cided to investigate, and when | reached the 
crest of the road, | realized it came from the 
house of Mr. and Mrs. Tyrone D. Steele. Their 
house had burned down sometime during the 
night, a steaming pile of ash and rubble left in 
its place, the fire, | hastily surmised, caused by 
a faulty wire or defective something-or-other. 
Two charred corpses laid among the ruins as 
well. There were no ambulances or fire trucks. 
| would have heard them. Mr. and Mrs. Steele 
perished in the flames utterly alone while the 
fire simply died out, and, although | had never 
met the Steeles, | always felt as though a 
piece of me died along with them. And so 
ended Woodenville’s brief, ephemeral taste 
of revolution. 

Oddly enough, the town looked even 
more barren than it had when | first arrived. | 
took a fleeting glance at the developer’s 
billboard. The COMING SOON reminder 
announced all the wonderful thingsthat would 
resurrect Woodenville and propel it, confi- 
dent though blind, into the future, another 
empty promise from a town based on noth- 
ing. 

| passed the dented green sign for the 
second and last time. It paralleled the road 
in such a way that, no matter if you were 
coming or going, you could easily read what 
it said. | tried not to look, but it beckoned me. 


How could | resist? The least | could do was 
acknowledge | had been there, that | had 
endured, that | had survived. It read: 


Welcome to Woodenville 


Population: 785 Elevation: 86 Feet 


THANK YOU FOR DRIVING SAFELY 


The numbers looked as though they had 
been newly scratched out and replaced. 
Typical, | thought. | wished | could have 
stuck around and waited until Woodenville 
sank to bottom of the ocean, only | didn’t 
have time for that. 

Beyond me stretched the endless wa- 
ters of the Pacific, sparkling innocent in the 
pure sunlight of dawn — rather consoling 
really, but | ripped my gaze away from the 
water and set my sights on the freshly 
painted concrete expanse of white ahead, 
looming as firm and solid as any highway | 
had ever seen, the only path out of 
Woodenville, the route north, the road home. 
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CD Review: Gavin DeGraw: “Chariot” 


By Daniel Calderon 


Gn DeGraw’s debut album, titled “Chariot,” reminds us 
what music is all about. No glitz and glamour, just wholesome 
talent mixed 
cords and ly 


es, soft guitar 


a pop-rock 

mparing him 

t me wrong, 

DeGraw has wn, but it is 

definitely un and techno- 

logical enha i berlake ona 
piano. This gi 

The albu eat hit which 

sounds a lot ‘t necessar- 

ily demonstra track on the 

album is “B 


spilling out his soul while he 
tops/I’ll wear a sign on my chest/That’s the least | can do/It’s the 
least | can do.” 

Its difficult to categorize “Chariot” under one specific genre, 
but if you are eager to experiment, this album will not let you 
down. Keep an eye out for Gavin DeGraw because he’s going to 
be huge. 
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Movie Review: “The Shape of Things” 


By Mitchell Byrd 


“The Shape of Things,” afilm directed by Neil LaBute and put out 
by Focus Pictures, was a big surprise. With a modest budget and 
unfamiliar actors, | expected something generic and sub-par, 
though | was also hoping to be wrong. These smaller movies tend 
to drag on and not go anywhere, so overall | didn’t know what to 
think in the beginning. Needless to say, | was wrong about this, and 
”The Shape of things” was interesting from beginning to end. This 
is a movie about transformation done with a lot of thought and 
reflection on the part of the writer, filmmakers and actors. 

Just released on DVD and VHS, this movie packs an important 
message (if you have read my reviews before, I’m sure that me 
saying that comes as quite a surprise) that really takes to heart the 
essence ofthe art and emotions that reside in every one of us. Italso 
brings some refreshing new actors to the screen. The small cast 
has a fresh attitude, especially the two women played by Rachel 
Weisz and Gretchen Mol. They are very true to their characters and 
seem to naturally create a bond between the audience and them- 
selves. The two men playing roles opposite the females seem to be 
alittle more unsure about their roles and sometimes tend to overact 
to the extreme. This happens when the director told them to “just go 
with it” and it is in times like this it seems a little uncomfortable. 

This movie isn’t perfect and there are a few things that | would 
change. With a strong plot and good direction, the film helps the 
audience come out of the movie alittle wiser about human psychol- 
ogy. It explores art in the broader sense of the word. Anybody who 
thinks a painting on the wall describes artistic expression should 
definitely see this film. kkk 


Concert Review: Hieroglyphics Full Circle Tour HOB 


By Steve Harada 


ay Area-bred hip-hop crew Hieroglyphics was back at the 

helm and reunited as they rocked the mic all the way live on 
stage at the House of Blues in Anaheim. With the second perfor- 
mance of their nationwide Full Circle Tour, the seven MCs and one 
DJ captivated the minds of their loyal fans to introduce their 
sophomore album “Full Circle,” which dropped in stores Oct. 7. The 
“Full Circle” project is the follow-up album of the crew’s classic 98 
release, “Third Eye Vision.” 

Hieroglyphics, a prestigiously well-respected group in under- 
ground hip-hop culture that proudly represents the true essence of 
hip-hop music, showcased their uncanny hyped stage presence in 
front of a capacity crowd. Following up the opening acts of their 
talented tour cohorts Little Brother, Encore and DJ Z-Man, the Hiero 
octet controlled the crowd gracefully with their distinct energetic 
flows, unique styles and fresh beats. 

The veteran Hiero group, consisting of MCs Del the Funky 
Homosapien, Casual, Pep Love, the Souls of Mischief and pro- 
ducer/DJ Domino, kept the show jubilantly rockin’ throughout with 
their righteous-minded delivery and conscious lyrical artistry. The 
track selection in the performance was lavishly mixed, intertwining 
some of their older classic hits with a taste of a number of new joints 
off the “Full Circle” album. 

The performance proved to the audience that through the years 
Hiero has not fallen off one bit, and when brought back together as 
one full force they are sure to get the spot crackin’. 

kk kkk 


CD Review: Lik + “Lik” 
By Julie Guevara 
f you're like most Latin alternative music fans, you are either 


really happy to see a local band get signed by a major label, or 
really envious because some oF your closest friends are still trying 


“leak”) is that band. 

Formerly known 
that was released in 
ico, but has 
been recently heard onaAo 
volar, volar, ype Y toe 


the look of ine 

Now, back to Lik. Their soundi is like most bands, with asad song 

of lost love mixed with a guitar, so that they don’t sound like overly 

sensitive crybabies. Or maybe they should change “Y voy a volar, 
y volar, y volar,” to “Y voy a llorar, y llorar, y llorar.” 

kkk Ask 
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Leslie Nyman 


By Julie Guevara 


id you ever dream of being KROQ Dus Kevin and Bean’s 

bitch? Probably not a title anyone aspires to achieve, but it 
certainly caught the attention of Leslie Nyman, known in the world 
of morning radio as Hot Chocolate. 

Nyman was working as an intern at Mallie Finn Casting, an 
agency that casts A- list actors. “I really had to separate my emotions 
from the job,” confesses Nyman. “It’s a grueling industry that’s 
heartbreaking and not as glamorous as it’s made out to be.” 

There were several times when Nyman had to inform actors that 
they didn’t make an audition, or work with malnourished actors. “I 
literally wanted to feed something to Selma Blair,” she recalls. “She is 
so skinny in person, and it’s all because someone bashed her when 
she was on that television series a few years ago.” 

“All this made me realize that | didn’t want to go into casting,” 
says Nyman. She needed to get out fast, but the experience was 
really helping her resume. Then, ithappened. She was on KROQ’s 
Web site and noticed the flashing words that got her away from 
Hollywood's catty ways and into the arms of chauvinism and huge 
responsibility: “Do you want to be Kevin and Bean’s bitch?” One 
click and a resume including her self-description of Hot Chocolate 
and an interest in big trucks landed her an interview with Kevin and 
Bean themselves. 

The interview, conducted live on the air, was all jokes and 
laughs until another DJ walked in with a porno and setit right in front 
of her — just another KROQ prank to test the tolerance of their 
wannabe interns. 

Nyman got the internship, which required her to come in at 5 
a.m., make sure celebrity guests were catered to and listen to the 
responses of their audience. And of course, to answer the phones 
with, “KROQ, Hot Chocolate.” 

Her sultry name and pre-dawn mornings have been lost to the 
wonderful world of coming back to school. “I’m taking a break,” says 
Nyman. Waking up at 4 a.m. and rushing to Starbucks for the 
celebrities isn’t the best dose of medicine for an eager college 
student trying to find her niche in life. 


Jeremy Benns 


By Scott Boardman 


he first 17 years of Jeremy Benns’ life centered around 

school, soccer, swimming and lifeguarding. Growing up 45 
minutes outside Fresno in a small farm town called Lemoore didn’t 
give him much opportunity to discover his adventurous side. 

After Benns, 24, graduated from Lemoore high school, he knew 
that it was time to break out of his hometown and try his hand at the 
beach cities, where he knew he truly belonged. 

“If you have ever been to Lemoore then you would know why | 
wanted to leave so bad, it’s just a really small town,” Benns says. 

Moving to Santa Maria to attend community college, Benns 
started to meet new people and experience new things. 

“Compared to Lemoore, people were so friendly in Santa 
Maria,” he says. “Il became friends with some guys who were 
Christian surfers.” 

His new-found friends would slowly ease Benns away from the 
Speedos and into the wetsuit, teaching Benns surfing 101. 

“It probably took me a year to even start to get good at surfing,” 
he says. “And | had to go out a lot and be serious about it. It is like 
the ultimate challenge for me.” 

Now living in Long Beach, Benns has increased his skill in 
surfing. However, surfing is not Benns only forte; he also is an artist. 
Ever since he was little, Benns has had a knack for sketching things 
on paper. 

“It started out as a hobby, but | drew a lotin high school, and took 
a bunch of art classes,” he says. “I really don’t have a style yet. | just 
like to draw cartoons and people.” , 

With this being Benns’ final semester at Cal State Long Beach, 
he is looking forward to attending graduate school somewhere on 
the coast of California, preferably near the beach. Among his 
choices are UCLA or a school in San Jose. 

“| really want to go to grad school to develop myself as an artist and 
find an area that |am good at and go from there,” Benns says. “It would 
be cool to work for an animation company like Disney or Pixar. 
Something my roommate and | are looking into right now is to put 
together a short film and just experiment, that should be pretty cool.” 
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